With a mouthpiece of pure pearl,
And the mountain was all one glow,

With gulfs of blue and summits of rosy snow.

The cadence she blew on the silver horn

Was the meaning of life in one phrase caught,

And as soon as the magic notes were born,

She repeated them once in an afterthought.

They heard in the crystal passes,

The cadence, calling, calling,

And faint in the deep crevasses, {
The echoes falling, falling.

They stood apart and wondered;

Her lips with a wound were aquiver,

His heart with a sword was sundered,

For life was changed forever

When he gave her the horn to blow:

But a shadow arose from the valley,

Desolate, slow and tender,

It hid the herdsmen’s chalet,

Where it hung in the emerald meadow, &
(Was death driving the shadow?)

It quenched the tranquil splendour

Of the colour of life on the glow-peaks,

Till at the end of the even,

The last shell-tint on the snow-peaks
Had passed away from the heaven.
And yet, when it passed, victorious,
The stars came out on the mountains,



